Living in the country you quickly realize that there are sounds in the middle of the night?some that become clearer than any other time of day, and others that are only heard in the darkness. On windless nights the engine of a passing car on the blacktop travels for miles, the distant hum of Interstate 80 is like a steady pull of ocean on the dark land, and in the yard, the almost mechanical chirring of locusts and crickets could drive you mad if you listened with the wrong kind of ear. Frogs join in with a deeper voice, and then the breeze picks up and rustles the five giant hackberries guarding the front of the house with their particular hissing rush.
His side was torn open, the exposed red muscle still pulsing, but his eyes were already blank, his mouth panting empty of sound. We were helpless to save the rabbit and my husband Brent took it away. 
